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personally. That evening when I tried to describe the meeting to
Elsa, a glazed look came in her eyes. After I finished talking she
asked who had sat next to me at the meeting, whether it was a man
or a woman* Then she asked why niy promotion to assistant cashier
didn't carry an automatic raise. She never did congratulate me oa
my new title. She takes no pride in it.
It is true many men of my age make more money. A bank job is
no quick way to big pay. But I am doing what I want to do and
what I am qualified to do. Preferment is slow, but, if shell help, I
think I can go places. So far she hasn't helped me—she has handi-
capped me. She has never been cordial to any of my associates*
even when she pops unexpectedly into the bank. A few months ago
I introduced her to my boss, and at once she began hinting around
I should have a raise. That didn't boost my stock.
I started in a small-town bank in Oregon. I was doing well and I
was getting promotions. We left because Elsa was jealous of a
woman who worked beside me. I negotiated to get the job here, re-
signed from the Oregon bank, and, of course, lost my seniority.
Frankly, I was a fool throughout. The woman in question, Irene,
was very little interested in me, and I was little interested in her.
Irene's main object was to make her husband jealous. My object was
to alarm Elsa into paying some notice to me. I was hungry for atten-
tion and warmth.
When I was courting Elsa I thought we were ideally matched. I
fell in love with her almost at first sight. I was going to college in
Oregon, studying economics and banking. I heard about Elsa from
mutual friends and, even before we met, admired her courage ia
carrying a full-time job along with college courses. Then one eve-
ning we were both invited to dinner at the last minute. Elsa had
just washed her hair. Most girls would have excused themselves.
Not Elsa. She wound a scarf around her wet hair and walked into
the restaurant beside me with her head held regally high. I knew I
loved her then.
Our six-months* courtship only made me love her more. We used
to eat by candlelight in her apartment Nobody had ever asked me

